142                        THE LETTER L.
1 My wife, how beautiful you are 1' Then closer at her side reclined,
* The bold brown woman from afar
Comes, to me blind.
' And by comparison, I see
The majesty of matron grace, And learn how pure, how fair can be My own wife's face :
' Pure with all faithful passion, fair
With tender smiles that come and go 5 And comforting as April air After the snow.
' Fool that I was ! my spirit frets
And marvels at the humbling truth, That I have deigned to spend regrets On my bruised youth.
6 Its idol mocked thee, seated nigh,
And shamed me for the mad mistake I thank my God He could deny. And she forsake.
* Ah, who am I, that God hath saved
Me from the doom I did desire, And crossed the let myself had craved, To set me higher?